THE KING’S CASTLE IN NO MAN’S LAND. 

( Third story of the series entitled “ The City of Stories .” Begun in the September number.) 


By Frank M. Bicknell. 


After reading the “ End of Week after 
Next,” the Princess and her companion walked 
about the city reading heje and there bits of 
stories, so as to find one that was especially in¬ 
teresting. At length they turned into a street 
that seemed to promise entertaining reading. 
Accordingly they began the perusal of a tale 
entitled: 

The King’s Castle in No Man’s Land. 

Once on a time there lived a man named 
Avaro. He was so mean and miserly that he 
was heartily despised 
by all who knew 
him. None of his 
neighbors would even 
speak to him if they 
chanced to meet him 
in the street. He 
had no family, and 
he lived quite alone. 

He never asked peo¬ 
ple to visit him, and 
it is doubtful whether 
anybody would have 
come. 

One summer day a 
strange old man with 
a long beard came 
trudging down the 
road. He had journeyed a great distance, and 
was warm and tired. Noticing that Avaro’s 
house cast a deep shadow, the wayfarer thought 
it would harm no one if he were to sit down 
there on the grass to cool and rest himself a bit. 
But it chanced that Avaro was in an unusually 
bad temper that day. While counting his 
money in the morning he had lost a farthing 
piece. It had slipped between his fingers, and 
rolled away somewhere into a crack in the floor 
so that it could not be found. This awful 


calamity had made the miser as cross as two 
sticks and sourer than last year’s cider. When 
he saw the stranger seated before his house he 
rushed out of doors in a great rage. 

“ You lazy good-for-nothing! ” he cried, “get 
up and begone! How dare you sit dowoi in 
my beautiful shadow ? ” 

“In what way am I wronging anyone by 
sitting here ? ” asked the old man; “ is not the 
shade free ? ” 

“ Free! ” screamed Avaro. “ My beautiful 
shade free! Don’t you suppose this house cost 


money ? Well, if the house were not here 
neither would the shade be; therefore the shade 
also cost money, did n’t it ? Off with you, 
vagabond, and never let me catch you about 
here again, using my costly shadow! ” 

“ Certainly you are the meanest man alive,” 
remarked the traveler, rising and taking up his 
staff, “ and you have used me shabbily; never¬ 
theless I will tell you something that will please 
you. Next week you will be made king.” 

The miser opened his eyes and his mouth 
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too, in amazement at this piece of news. But 
before he could fairly collect his wits to ask 
any question the old man had gone. 

A few days after this the reigning king died 
suddenly, without leaving any children to suc¬ 
ceed him. So, as the people must have a king, 
a council of twenty of the principal men met to 
see what should be done. And as it costs a 
great deal to keep up the dignity and state of a 
sovereign, it was decided that the wealthiest of 
the late king’s subjects should be the one to 
succeed him on the throne. 

Now it had been supposed that the Gold¬ 
smith — who was one of the council of twenty 
— was the richest man in the kingdom, but as 
it proved, this was not the case. When the 
decision was made public, Avaro came forward 
and presented his claim. Here was a disagree¬ 
able surprise to everybody, and particularly to 
the Goldsmith, his wife, and their pretty daugh¬ 
ter, who already had begun to look on them¬ 
selves as a royal family. Up to that time 
Avaro had feigned extreme poverty, and indeed 
it had cost him a severe pang at last to admit 
that he possessed so much wealth. But the ad¬ 
vantages of being king were too great. So he 
showed beyond a doubt that his title to sover¬ 
eignty was good, and the council of twenty 
were forced to-accept him as their king. 

From the very first no one liked the new 
ruler, and as time went by he grew more and 
more unpopular. On coming into power he 
cut down expenses in every possible way, and 
resorted to numberless mean and petty tricks 
by which money was turned into his own 
pockets. In a few weeks the court became 
so poor and shabby from Avaro’s parsimony 
that the very rag-pickers were ashamed. 

Finally the discontent grew to be so great 
and so widespread that the council of twenty 
held another meeting — this time to try and 
devise some means of getting rid of the mon¬ 
arch with whom they had so unluckily burdened 
themselves. However, Avaro’s removal was 
not to be brought about so easily as had been 
his elevation to regal power. There was no 
law against stinginess, and unless he broke 
some law there could not be found a sufficient 
excuse for depriving the king of his throne. 
No one was able to suggest anything, and the 
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council were forced to confess themselves non¬ 
plussed. 

Among them all no one had racked his 
brains harder for some way of getting Avaro 
deposed than the Goldsmith, and as nothing 
had come of it he went home in rather an un¬ 
pleasant state of mind. As soon as he got into 
the house his wife and daughter eagerly began 
to question him about the result of the meeting. 
Of course he was obliged to tell them that all 
the deliberation had been to no purpose. He 
had scarcely made the confession when he was 
startled by a loud, boisterous laugh. Turning 
quickly about, he strode across the room to¬ 
ward the stove, behind which sat an overgrown, 
out-at-elbows lad. He was still laughing. 

44 Bobo, you triple idiot, what are you haw¬ 
hawing about ? How dare you make fun of 
your betters, sirrah ? ” demanded the angry 
Goldsmith, uplifting his cane to chastise him. 

44 Ho! ho! I could n’t help it,” cried the 
youth, nimbly dodging the stick. 44 Don’t strike 
me, master. I laughed to think of twenty wise 
men wearing out their wits over a matter that 
any fool could have settled in less than five 
minutes.” 

44 My faith ! did ever any one hear the like ? ” 
exclaimed the Goldsmith. 44 Think you, Bobo, 
that you, who are the biggest fool I know, 
could help us out of our trouble?” 

“That indeed I could,” replied Bobo. 

44 How, good Bobo ?” 

The youth shut one eye and looked very sly. 
44 Master,” quoth he, 44 that is a secret which 
passes not out of my own keeping. But I will 
bring the thing about on a certain condition.” 

44 Pray, what may that certain condition 
be ? ” inquired the Goldsmith, in growing 
amazement. 

44 That you give me your daughter to wife,” 
answered Bobo coolly. 

When she heard these audacious words the 
Goldsmith’s pretty daughter, who was as proud 
as she was pretty, could hardly believe her 
ears. That this poor fellow, who was looked 
on as little better than a simpleton, should dare 
ask her hand seemed preposterous. 

44 Upon my word,” she exclaimed with flash¬ 
ing eyes, 44 the booby has gone mad — stark, 
staring mad — to dream that I would ever wed 
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with such as he! ” and with a look of scorn at 
poor Bobo she left the room. 

But her father took the matter more quietly. 
He wished very much to sit on the throne, 
and he was unwilling to let pass any chance. 
As he reasoned, he would run no risk in promis¬ 
ing his daughter to Bobo conditionally, for if the 
youth failed there would be no harm done, and 
if he succeeded he would have proved himself 
clever enough to deserve her. 

“Do you mean,” he demanded, “that you 
can remove King Avaro from the throne with¬ 
out violence and by lawful methods ? ” 

“ Ay,” replied the youth; “or, rather, I intend 
that King Avaro shall remove himself—that 
is, if you promise me your daughter,” he added 
quickly. 

“Very well,” returned the Goldsmith, no 
longer hesitating; “rid us of Avaro and the 
maiden shall be yours.” 

Some weeks after these events it became 
known that the Prince Magnifico, who was 
traveling about the world for his own amuse¬ 
ment, had decided to pay King Avaro’s capital 
a visit. In fact, his royal highness shortly ap¬ 
peared in town and took up his abode in the 
finest house that money could hire. Magnifico 
was a fine, handsome young man of free and 
gay manners, and was good-hearted and gener¬ 
ous to a fault. Naturally he took early occa¬ 
sion to pay his respects to the king. The latter 
received his visitor with seeming graciousness, 
though all the while he was wishing him at the 
other end of the earth. He knew that he would 
be expected to show the prince some attentions 
during his stay in the city, and he had no mind 
to pay out good money for what he reckoned 
as extravagant follies. Instead of offering re¬ 
freshments to the prince and his attendants, he 
asked the former to go with him and look at 
the palace gardens,— which would cost nothing, 
— and as for the latter (who, he had no doubt, 
would have “eaten him out of house and 
home ” if he had but given them the chance), 
he left them to shift for themselves. 

While they were promenading through the 
garden the king happened to remark, with en¬ 
vious eyes, an unusually large diamond that 
Magnifico wore in his cap. Seeing that the 


gem had attracted Avaro’s notice, the prince 
removed it from its place that it might be ex¬ 
amined more closely. As he was about to put 
it in the king’s hand, however, a bird suddenly 
flew down, snatched the glittering stone in its 
beak, and then disappeared almost in a twink¬ 
ling. • Avaro gave a cry of horror and started 
forward as if to pursue the thief, but Magnifico 
said, with a light laugh: 

“ Let the bauble go; there are enough more 
like it to be had from the king’s castle in No 
Man’s Land.” 

“ Eh ? ” exclaimed Avaro, pricking up his 
ears, “ and do you hold the key to that won¬ 
derful castle ? ” 

“ Not I,” returned Magnifico, with another 
laugh. “The door stands wide open to all. 
When the king of No Man’s Land died, many 
years ago, he left a castle filled with treasures, 
and any one may go and help himself.” 

“ Know you how the castle is to be reached ? ” 
queried Avaro, eagerly. 

“ Oh, yes; nothing can be easier to find. It 
lies within three days’ journey from the bound¬ 
aries of your kingdom. You have only to 
travel until you come to a strange old man 
with a long beard, sitting at the entrance to a 
wood. Bestow upon him a suitable alms, and 
he will direct you to the king’s castle.” 

Soon the prince took his leave, much to the 
satisfaction of Avaro, who was in a violent hurry 
to get hold of the treasures of the king of No 
Man’s Land. Without losing time he gathered 
a great number of oxen and pack-horses and 
started out. 

A three days’ march beyond the confines of 
his own dominions brought the king to the bor¬ 
ders of an immense forest where a strange old 
man with a long beard was sitting. It was the 
very same person whom he had formerly driven 
away from the shade of his house, though Av¬ 
aro did not know that. The miserly monarch 
fumbled a while in his pockets for a “ suitable 
alms,” and finally, not without much reluctance, 
he threw a copper toward the old man, and 
asked to be directed to the king’s castle. 

The old man looked disdainfully at the coin 
lying on the ground before him. “ Is that all 
a rich king can afford to give a poor creature 
who asks charity ? ” he demanded, severely. 
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“ I do not say I am rich, nor yet a king/’ an¬ 
swered Avaro, fearing to part with any more of 
his dearly loved money. 

“ Indeed! But it is a great train that follows 
you ? ” 

“ The Prince Magnifico is visiting me,” re¬ 
plied Avaro, unblushingly. 

“ Ah,” said the old man slowly, “ you wish 


me to think you are not rich, nor a king, and 
that this train belongs to Prince Magnifico. 
Very good! So be it! ” And his words were 
accompanied by a look that make Avaro shiver 
with dread. 

But Avaro repeated his request to be shown 
the way to the king’s castle. Whereupon the old 
man stooped, and, plucking a small plant that 
grew at his feet, he threw it to Avaro, saying: 

“ Rub your horse’s nose with the juice of 
that herb; then give him the rein and he will 
take you where you seek to go. But first let 
Vol. XXIV.—10. 


me offer you a piece of advice that you will do 
well to follow. In the king’s castle in No Man’s 
Land is a great hall from which open one hun¬ 
dred doors. Ninety and nine of these you may 
freely pass through, but beware that you do not 
so much as lift the latch of the hundredth door, 
else ill-luck will surely befall you.” 

Without paying very much heed to the old 
man’s last words Ava¬ 
ro rubbed the herb 
upon his steed’s nos¬ 
trils, and dropping the 
reins on his neck rode 
forward at a quicker 
pace. In about an 
hour he came to a 
clearing, in the midst 
of which he saw the 
King’s Castle. It was 
a grand and stately 
building, but Avaro 
had no thought of 
stopping to admire the 
beauty of its architec¬ 
ture. Galloping into 
the courtyard he dis¬ 
mounted, and leaving 
his horse with an at¬ 
tendant, he hurried 
through the lofty por¬ 
tals into the great hall. 
There, as the old man 
had said, were the 
hundred doors all 
alike, save that the 
last bore a placard: 
“ It is forbidden to 
enter here.” 

With hands trembling from excitement Avaro 
pushed open the first of these hundred doors. 
What a sight then met his gaze! He was on 
the threshold of a large chamber filled with 
gold coins shining as if fresh from the mint. 
For some minutes he stood gloating over this 
mass of wealth; then he carefully shut that 
door and opened the next one. This time a 
room full of magnificent pearls was disclosed to 
view. After he had feasted his eyes upon them 
for awhile, he passed on to the third door. 
When he opened this he was nearly blinded by 
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the luster of a great heap of diamonds, not one 
of which could have been smaller than a robin’s 
egg. He was now almost beside himself for 


joy, and without waiting to investigate further, 
he rushed forth to summon his attendants and 
set them to work. He was in a feverish hurry 
to get the treasure into sacks that he might 
take it away before any one else should come 
to dispute his right to it. 

For nearly a week, day and night, he kept 
his men at their labors. There was neither 
sleep nor rest for any one until all the ninety- 
nine doors had been opened, and the mines 
of riches that were revealed had been carried 
out of the castle. The amount that Avaro 
thus laid hold of was enormous, but if there 
had been ten times as much he would not have 
left a farthing’s-worth behind. 

At last, toward the end of the seventh day, 
the ninety-nine rooms stood quite empty, and 
every man and beast was loaded down with as 
much as he could possibly carry. And now 
Avaro turned his whole attention to the mys¬ 
terious hundredth door, for despite the warning 
of the strange old man — or, rather, because 
of it — he was irresistibly tempted to penetrate 
its secret. He suspected that it concealed a 
treasure far greater than any he had yet seen. 
The thought of leaving behind anything for 
others to get was too much for his avaricious 
soul. He did not long hesitate, but presently 
raised the latch and pushed open the door. 


There was nothing alarming to be seen. 
Only a flight of stone steps leading downward. 
He began slowly to descend, and soon found 
himself in a well- 
lighted cellar. He 
glanced about him. 
The apartment was 
bare save for a large 
stone vase that stood 
in the center of it 
Upon the vase was 
this inscription: “ If 
you would behold a 
wonder throw a hand¬ 
ful of earth into this 
vase.” 

Avaro w as sure that 
some enormous trea¬ 
sure was about to be 
revealed to him, so 
he scooped up some 
mold from the cellar floor and dropped it 
in upon a tiny brown seed that lay in the 
bottom of the vase. No sooner had he 
done so than a little green shoot appeared 
through the earth, and continued to grow 
even more rapidly than it had begun. In 
a very short time it had become a tree and 
had reached the top of the room. Meantime 
its branches were spreading to such an extent 
that Avaro realized that the place must be 
soon quite filled with the foliage. In some 
alarm he turned and hurried back up the stone 
steps. Suddenly there came a report as if a 
cannon had been fired. The trunk of the tree 
had burst the vase, and now its roots were strik¬ 
ing deep into the ground, while its limbs shot 
upward with renewed vigor. At the same time a 
curious trembling and shaking motion made it¬ 
self felt throughout the castle. Breathless w r ith 
haste and terror, Avaro rushed into the great hall, 
intending to make his escape to the courtyard, 
where his followers were aw'aiting him. But on 
reaching the portals, what was his horror to find 
that the pavements of the courtyard w r ere nearly 
a hundred feet below r him, and — apparently — 
were still sinking rapidly. In fact the castle 
was being raised into the air by the marvelous 
growth of the tree in the cellar. In vain that 
he shrieked frantically for help; he was already 
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far beyond the reach of human hands. More¬ 
over, while he was thus being borne aloft there 
suddenly appeared in the midst of his aston¬ 
ished attendants the strange old man with the 
long beard. Looking upward, this singular 
person addressed to Avaro these words, every 
one of which was distinctly audible: 

“You have brought upon yourself your own 
punishment. Until some one meaner than you 
are shall come to take your place, you must re¬ 
main where you are. Now, indeed, you are not 
rich, neither are you a king , and your great train 
belongs to the Prince Magnifico . He will know 
how to make a proper use of your ill-gotten 
gains; you will never see them more.” 

Whereupon the unhappy miser, now nearly 
three hundred feet above the earth, saw him 
ride away, followed by the entire company of 
men, horses and oxen. 

Thus was Avaro left alone in the empty cas¬ 
tle, while the immense treasure of which he 
had ruthlessly stripped it was carried off before 
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his Highness wished to marry and was on the 
lookout for a suitable bride. Then, of course, 
there was a great stir among the maidens. One 
evening Magnifico gave a great ball, to which 
all the fairest damsels in the kingdom were 
bidden. Naturally they came, every one, and 
among them, looking her very prettiest, was 
the Goldsmith’s pretty daughter. To her the 
Prince showed marked favor from the first, and 
danced with her as often as his duties to his 
other guests would permit. 

By and by, during a pause in the dancing, 
Magnifico stepped forward and thus addressed 
the company: 

“ My friends, I have called you together this 
evening for a particular reason. I desire to 
take a wife; but in a land where all the maid¬ 
ens are so beautiful, how can I decide which 
to choose ? As you see, my position is a deli¬ 
cate one. I should like, therefore, to have the 
matter settled thus: if there be any maiden here 
who loves me truly, and whose heart tells her 



“magnifico drew back haughtily . 1 


his very eyes. And as it is not likely that a 
meaner man than he will ever come into this 
world, probably Avaro remained in the King’s 
Castle in No Man’s Land until he died. 

In the mean time Prince Magnifico had con¬ 
tinued to live at the capital and was becoming 
very popular there. Soon it became known that 


that I love her, let her come and place her hand 
in mine.” 

This was a strange and unusual method of 
procedure, and it caused some wonderment 
among those assembled. But all eyes were 
turned expectantly in one direction—toward 
the Goldsmith’s daughter, who, blushing very 
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much, now stepped forth, and hesitatingly ap¬ 
proached the Prince. Her embarrassment was 
great, but it was soon to be far greater, for when 
she stretched out her hand to lay it in that of 
Magnifico, the latter drew back haughtily and 
said, with a meaning look: 

“ Upon my word, the girl must have gone 
mad to think a king would condescend to”— 
but at that very moment a messenger rushed 
into the ball-room with the news that a large 
train of oxen and pack-horses had just arrived, 
bringing an enormous amount of wealth for 
Prince Magnifico. And there also appeared a 
strange old man with a long beard, whom the 
Prince received with a tender embrace. 

“ Good people,” cried this last comer, ad¬ 
dressing the astonished assemblage, “ in Prince 


Magnifico behold your lawful sovereign, the 
long-lost son of your former king! — now most 
happily restored to you. As for Avaro, he will 
return no more. Greet, therefore, your rightful 
lord.” 

At this revelation everybody was wild with 
delight. The air was filled with the sounds of 
rejoicing, and the entire country soon was ringing 
with shouts of “ Long live King Magnifico! ” 

But what about the Goldsmith’s daughter ? 
Well, the young King promptly told her that 
he loved her very much; they were happily 
married, and dwelt together in perfect accord 
to the end of their lives. 

So, although the Goldsmith did not get to 
be king, he lived to be the father of a queen, 
which certainly is something of an honor. 


(To be continued .) 



teddy’s dream after getting his new camera. 
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